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Fite Denial 


THE KIDDIES~—BLESS THEIR HEARTS! 
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Art Features 
in the shape of full p 
interest of the story. 
for the most part are beautifully printed in sepia. 
we get an idea of man and his works in every 1 
man to President Wilson, which it 
words. 
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Maps and Charts 


ure another valuable feature. They show 


of 


earliest geographers and historians: the location 
civilizations; the Roman Empire; Feudal Europe 
have curred in the political bou 

States in the successive stages of its expansion; 


distribution of the prevailing religions 


The type is large and clear. The Marvinal Captions and Topical 
Index of 180 pages render instantly accessible every item of the im- 
mense stores of information contained the ten volun 


Each Volume 
9'4x6%x2 
inches 


5086 Pages 
326 Full-Page 


Illustrations 
From Famous 
Paintings 


72 Maps and 
Charts. 


Brunswick Subscription Co. J. 
1116 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 

the to vol. Rox- 

to be sent, charges 


Enclosed is $1.00 first payment on 
burghe set of Universal History 

paid, with the two premium volumes I agree to 
remit $1.00 a month for 15 months following their 
teceipt, or within 5 days thereafter, ask for instructions 
for their return, whereupon you are to refund my $1.00 


Name 
Address 


Occupation 


An additional soc a month will secure one of the 
few Three-quarter Morocco Sets For this binding 
change above to read $1.50 a month for 15 months 
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of the world. 
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wwe illustrations add immeasurably to the value and 

They average about thirty-five to the volume and 
From these pictures 
. from prehistoric 
vould be impossible to convey in 


us the world according to the 
extinct 
the changes that 
ndaries of Modern Europe; the United 
f the geographical 
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NICHOLSON’S ANCIENT LIFE HISTORY of the EARTH 
The life of the earth before man 
beings which flourished upon the globe before 

the huge beasts and birds and rentiles. 
the study of the life of man himself is this interesting story of 
the earth on which we live. 
and Full Index. 


PROCTOR’S OTHER WORLDS THAN OURS 


Glossary 


Are there other worlds than ours? 
eings of a higher type, as seem 
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MPERIAL Rome, arrogant in world dominion, rich with the spoil oj | 
conquest, splendid in her achievements in arts and letters: Degenerate 
Rome, sating her blood lust in the mangled bodies of the early Chris. 
tians torn by wild beasts in the Arena, monstrous in her vices, over- 

whelmed by the barbarian hordes that like an avalanche swept over her 
from the vast forests of antiquity: The rise and the wreck of powerful 
empires whose stories read like chapters from an Oriental tale—all the 
romance, the thrill, the glory, the shame that attaches to the deeds of man 
in every age since civilization began is found in the ten fascinating volumes 
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comprising 


The Library of Universal History 
The Story Told in a New Way 


of man and everything man has done from the earliest recorded time to the 
present day, is the unique achievement of the author of this remarkable © 
work, the well known historian, Israel Smith Clare. But this is not a one © 
man history. After the fashion of an encyclopaedia it has enlisted the | 
services of experts who are particularly familiar with some one of the many © 
developments in the life of the human race in the wide range of themes which 
the 10 volumes embrace. All of these individual contributions have been 
woven into a continuous, absorbing recital from which you will learn how | 
man lived in every age, what he thought about, his manners and customs, 
how he waged war and cultivated arts of peace. And there is no fact in any 
other history not found in these magnificent volumes—but told in a more 
interesting way. Remember, this is a history of THE WHOLE WORLD 
FOR 6000 YEARS, not a history of merely a part or a period as given by | 
Macaulay, Gibbon, and other historians. 
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A University Training at Home 


The purpose of the modern University is to lay the foundation of wisdom through an acquaintance © 
with the deeds and writings of men in past ages. It is precisely this encounter with the mental 
states of other generations which is given by THE LIBRARY OF UNIVERSAL HISTORY 
where you meet the sages and philosophers of Greece and Rome, and the Great Warriors, States- 
men, Historians, Scientists, Poets of every age and race. “History,” said Lord Bacon, “makes 
man wise.” History sifts the wheat of Truth from the Chaff of Falsehood. Only by knowing 
the Truth as revealed by History can man strike off the shackles of Ignorance, Superstition and 
Fear. Spend only a few minutes a day with these wonderful volumes and acquire the knowledge, 
the intellectual poise, the breadth of view of the university-bred man. 


Publisher’s Price Cut 
in Half 


Brings you the entire 12 volumes, including the beauti- © 
fully printed volumes of Nicholson's Ancient Life History 
of the Earth and Proctor’s Other Worlds than Ours—a 
grand cycle of History embracing almost every subject 
that has engaged the mind of man. 


Don't miss this opportunity! Think of having prac- 
ticaliy the equivalent of a University Course im your 
own home. You will never get a chance like this again. 


SEND TODAY and rake sure of securing your choice 
of the two styles of binding of THE LIBRARY OF 
UNIVERSAL HISTORY. We have only a few sets 
in each style to offer at this sweeping reduction in price 
Roxburghe Finished Cloth and rich Three-quarter 
Leather, the minimum payment on the latter being $1.59 
per month. 


THESE TWO WONDERFUL BOOKS GIVEN NOW | 


omer. Prof. Richard Proctor, in this famous book, discusses th 
fascinating subject in the light of the marvelous discoveries 
which have resulted from recent scientific research, dis« overies 
which give Astronomy a new interest when associated with the 
subject of life in other worlds. 308 Pages; Illustrations 1 
Color; Charts, Plans and Maps. 
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and the history of the living 
f man was created 
A fitting prelude to 





428 Pages; 270 Illustrations; 


Richly bound in 


Both volumes uniform in style and size. A 
et = 


cloth, gold decorated backs; printed in large clear type. 
these two intensely interesting volumes by ordering your s¢t 

of Universal History today. Don't wait until after the sma! © 
supply is exhausted and be disanpointed. 


Revised Edition 
Are thev the abodes of 
ible? The noted astron- 
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FROG LIFE 


IN THE EVERGLADES 
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The Lucid Interval 

HE lucid interval is a wholesome 

lapse into sanity and accountabil- 

ity. It may be superinduced by many 

things, brickbats, rollin pins, grass wid- 

ows, oil stock, and matrimony, being the 

most effective. It is impossible for a man 

to realize the significance of things as 

they are not until he has had a lucid in- 
terval or two. 

One of the best, ways to accumulate a 
full-grown lucid interval is to expect a 
lot of gratitude from someone you have 
befriended, your wife, for instance. As 
you begin to grow bored with protracted 
expectation, you can feel a peculiar calm- 
ness settling down upon you. It comes 
over you very gradually, and when you 
have ceased to look for anything but 
trouble and pertinaceous solicitation, this 
same calmness blossoms forth into a real, 
living lucid interval. Then you feel like 
a fool, and you want to kick yourself and 
pull out your own teeth. But 
you won’t. There is only a 
limited supply of lucidity in 
the world. It is usually doled 
out in small bits. 

You should be very careful 
when you have a lucid inter- 
val. A woman who had one 
at an auction bridge party not 
long ago is reported to have 
lost her social standing and 
all of her friends before she 
could control herself. It is best 
to be alone during your peri- 
ods of lucidity, for what you 
do and say is sure to be mis- 
construed. People as a rule 
are opposed to clear thinking 


because of the destructive 
results. 
But you need not avoid 


lucid intervals on this ac- 
count. In the long run they 
are worth more than they 
cost, no matter how exorbi- 


tant a price you have to pay. 
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THE “HUB” THAT MAKES 
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Things to Worry About 

HAT the coal supply can’t last more 

than two or three centuries longer. 

That eternity is just as long in the 
nether regions of the next world as in the 
more exalted portions where the climatic 
and other conditions are more generous. 

That there is getting to be so much 
prosperity in this country that even the 
farmers and the wage workers are trying 
to get hold of some of it. 

That if the hair cut off each day in the 
barber shops of New York City were 
placed end to end, it would reach from 
New York to San Francisco, with a ten 
days’ stopover at Grand Canyon. 

That the market price of dinosauruses 
has risen eighteen thousand per cent. 
since the paleozoic period. 
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Sixes and Sevens 

PEAKING of the blues, the beau- 

tiful blue Danube isn’t a circum- 
stance to Salt River just after election. 
# 

There’s a difference between being well 
informed and knowing it all.—Kansas City 
Journal. 

When a man knows it all you can get 
his number without bothering about 
Information. 

# 

A New York judge holds that a wife’s 
writing poetry to her husband doesn’t 
prove mental incapacity. Not unless he 
stands for it, anyhow. 

& 

A “movie” actor got killed by an auto- 
mobile the other day—and the chances 
are the scenario man swore at him for not 
doing it more realistically. 

# 

Lloyd George says if Uncle Sam tries 
to stop the war he’ll get him- 
self disliked. Even as it is, 
they don’t treat Uncle just 


S 
4 33526 like mother’s comfort. 
4 we “ 
7 ad 
i ee. Hunters say that there are 
‘ LY more deer in the Adirondacks 
M4 than before the Civil War, but 


a lot of them get mistaken 
for guides. 


There’s millions in it for 
the man who invents a yeast 
that will make bread rise like 
the price of it. 

* 

It’s a brave man who always 
takes his wife’s advice.—Albany 
Knickerbocker Press. 

Doesn’t bravery imply free 
will rather than husbandage? 
* 

O. Henry, they say, once 
“did time.” One of his sen- 
tences his imitators might 
hope to equal. 

















THE FIRST TIME THEY LEFT BABY AT 


Their Plot 
46— OOKY yur, Bearcat!” sternly said 
Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark., addressing his four-year- 


i old son. “If 
you don’t be- 
have yourself 





better Sandy 
{> Claws will just 
come down the 
chimney, whis- 
tle, and go right 
back up again.” 

“Like heck, 
he will!”’ replied the little lad. ‘‘ Me and 
Blister and Runt and Coonrod and Jeff’- 
son Davisand William Jennin’s and Bragg 
are going to set all the steel traps in a half 
circle in front of the fireplace and then 
go to sleep by ’em. And if the old cuss 
don’t give up what he’s got he’ll stay in 
them there traps till morning!” 


Reward of Merit 
“Pop, what is a jury?” 
“A jury, my son, is a body of men se- 
lected to determine which one of the liti- 
gants in a lawsuit has the best lawyer.” 


A Hopeless Case 
HEN Cynthia went to college, 
And captured a diploma, 
She seemed to breathe a knowledge 
Of rare and fair aroma; 
So I, poor human blunder, 
Looked upon her in wonder, 
(And thought—‘ She ne’er can love me! 
She’s far, too far, above me.” 


Yet I kept bravely groping 

Along in her direction, 
Still credulously hoping 

To win the maid’s affection; 
But since the legislature 
Appealed to Cynthia’s nature, 
Behold a heart dejected, 
For Cynthia’s been elected! 

Clinton Scollard 


Could Beat the Camel 
Mother—Yes, Johnny, a camel can 

go without water eight days. 
Johnny—I could go longer’n that 

if you didn’t make me wash. 


Opportunity 
Try to seize its forelock, son; 
But if you should fail, 
Don’t admit that you are done; 
Grab it by the tail. 





HOME 


Tempting Providence 
Ted—He decided he wouldn’t marry her 






because she was too accomplished. Wasn’t 
that a rather strange reason? 
Ned—You see at college she won a 
prize for debating. 
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“Gee! Don’t I wish I could do that!” 























WELL 


‘You got the right idee, boss. 





TAREN 


“Why, this is altogether too much for you to manage alone, my little fellow.” 


l ye push or pull?” 


AN AVERTED TRAGEDY 


By MAX 
OB (aged twelve) 
a liar! 
Ted (aged twelve) 
one or I'll 
“You will, huh?” 
aa try it on and see if I don’t! 
I dare you to touch me!” 
‘I dare you to touch me!’ 
“You think I’m scared to?” 
‘You think I’m scared to touch you?” 
‘Try it on if you think it’s safe to do 
it!” 
“You try it on with me if you dare!” 
‘I could lick you with one hand tied 
behind me!” 
“Could, huh? 
*That’s what I could!” 
“Why don’t you do it then?” 
“You say much to me and I will, by 
cracky!” 
‘Pooh! I could lick you your 
brother and all your cousins and not half 
try!” 


Don’t you call me 


Don’t you call me 


0? 


and 


“In a horn you could!” Bob’s mother—Robert, O-o-0-0-h, Rob- 
“You give me much more of your sass_ ert, where are you? I want you this 
and I’ll—” minute! 
> + 
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MERRYMAN 


‘Try it on if you dare!” 

“Who's afraid?” 

“Tf you think I am you are badly left!” 

“Well, I’m not afraid of you nor of all 
your relations!” 

“You say much more and I'll 

“You ain’t got the muscle to do it!” 

‘You want me to belt you one to let 
you know if I ain’t got the muscle?” 

“Tf you did you’d find yourself knocked 
into a cocked hat so quick you wouldn’t 
know what done it!” 

‘Bah!” 


” 


“Oh, I'll ‘bak’ you with one below the 
ribs if you come near me!” 
“Aw—aw—rats! Go home and tell 


your mother she wants you!” 
“You go and tell yours to put on your 
nightie and give you your bottle and put 
you to bed!” 
“Want your jaw broke?” 
“Want your skull cracked? 


at) 


it thick as it is! 


I can do 





O-0-0-0-0-h, 
you come right there this in- 


Ted’s mother—Theodore, 
Theodore, 
stant, sir! 

Bob—It’s a mighty good thing for you 
that my mother needs me! 

Ted—It’s a good thing for your bones 
that my mother needs me! 

“You just wait until the next time I 
ketch you out!” 

“You wait until I ketch you out and 
the claret will flow!” 

“Yes, from your nose!” 

*“Not much—from yours!” 

“Bah!” 

“Bah!” (They separate.) 

O, Christmas Time in Eden 

HEN ADAM < strolled in Eden 
There was no gold in Eden, 

*Twas never told in Eden 

He was tight; 
Eve never sighed for money, 
She never cried for money, 
She never lied for money 

That is right! 


Now, apropos the reason 
Of course, you’d know the reason?— 
Well, then, I'll show the reason 
Unto you: 
They had no chilly season, 
No gladsome, thrilly season, 
No Christmas silly season, 
As we do. 


There was no foolish giving, 
No senseless, droolish giving, 
And so, no mulish giving 
At that time. 
No one cared aught for money, 
Nobody sought for money, 
Nobody fought for money— 
Not a dime. 


Sweet Eve was coyful ever, 
Brave Adam joyful ever; 
Naught, naught annoyful ever 
Vexed his soul. 
He heard no funny begging, 
No ceaseless money-begging, 
No voice of honey, begging 
For his roll. 


O Christmas time in Eden! 

Without a chime in Eden! 

Without a dime in Eden— 
Not a sou! 

A smiling, happy Adam, 

No grouchy, scrappy Adam— 

[I envy Pappy Adam, 


Yes, I do! H. S. Hail. 


Renewed Youth 
“You're only young once.” 
“T dunno about that. I notice a good 
many grandmothers sprucing up.” 
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THE PRODIGAL’S RETURN 


Bed-time Stories 

For Grown-up Children 
NCE upon a time there was 
a great big man with a 
very small income. This great 
big man had a little bit of a 
wife with great big ideas about 
dress and other luxurious acces- 
sories. Whenever the fancy 
took possession of her, which 
was quite often, she would go 
down to the department stores 
and buy lots and lots of things 

and have them sent home. 

Regularly on the first of the 
month after these things were 
sent to her, the bills followed and when the great big husband 
of the little bit of a wife tried to make his income cover the bills, 
he was confronted with a certain inadequacy which bookkeepers 
speak of as a deficit. 

Thereupon one day he addressed his little bit of a wife and 
said: ‘Dear, darling wife, the things you buy are very beauti- 
ful and all that, don’t you know, but you see they are not at all 
in keeping with a person of my income. In order to buy on such 
a scale, one must be a millionaire.”’ 

The little bit of a wife had great faith in the ability of her 
great big husband to figure things out accurately so she replied: 
‘That is very interesting information, dear, darling husband, 
and I have no doubt whatsoever that it is correct. So, there- 
fore, the only thing that I can suggest is for you to become a 
millionaire.” 

Thereupon he became a millionaire immediately, for he dearly 
loved his little bit of a wife, and they all lived happily ever 
afterward.—Ellis O. Jones. 





Not Appealable 
The child labor law—‘‘Go to work and get your lesson or 
pop will tell mother on you.” 


The Notion Counter 
HERE will always be some people who believe that the 
conventional in decoration is artistic and in living ad- 

mirable. 

Most women get about as much excited over great world 
movements as a cow in a field does over the passing of a train. 

Whereas a man is like a horse; when a train passes it runs 
all over the field—and gets nowhere. 

I always suspect that the taxicab company had something 
to do with the location of the depot. 

If you have just done a perfectly foolish thing, I give you 
the sign of the order. —Douglas Malloch. 


HOW WILLIE HICHSCHOOLER DID TALK 
WHEN HE MET THE PROVERBIAL STORK 
“You OUCHT To BE HUNG 

FOR THAT KID You JUST BRUNG 








WHY. THE POOR LITTLE SNOOZER, 
CANT WALK 4 
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EDUCATION AND PERIL 
By TOD CHENEVIX 


sé F ALL the fool systems!” ex- 
claimed father. 


“What is the matter now?” 

asked mother. 

“Look at this primer. It reads as if 
the alphabet were dangerous.” 

“What are you talking about? A 
primer begins with the alphabet.” 

“Now you are wrong. Our primers 
did, but this is for our children.” 

“How does this begin?” 

“This explains that the proper way is 
to begin with ‘It is,’ ‘It is a cat.’” 

“Well, but doesn’t the alphabet come 
before that?”’ 

“Ves, but ‘only for reference.’ 
not taught before.”’ 

“That is strange!” 

“No, no, not at all. It is explained 
that there is danger in teaching it.” 

“How ‘danger’?” 

“That is not made clear. But the al- 
phabet may be learned later.”’ 

“Oh, then that seems all right, as long 
as it is learned.” 


It is 


“But it isn’t learned. And why 
should it not be at the start?” 

“Why, probably it interferes with 
progress.” 

“Did it interfere with your progress 


when you went to school?”’ 

“How can I tell? It may be if I had 
neglected it I should now be a great 
scholar.”’ 

“Since when did scholarship depend 


on neglecting fundamentals?” 


“Oh, I don’t 
know. But we 
must keep up 
with the times.” 

“The ‘times’ 
be hanged, or else 
keep up with us!” 

“Aren’t you 
making much fuss 
over nothing?”’ 

“How ‘noth- 
ing’? Didn’t the 
office-boy to-day 
take half an hour 
to find a name in 
the directory? Is 
he ever able to 
look up a_ tele- 
phone number? 
Can he by any 
possibility locate 
a particular let- 
ter in the file in- 
dex? Would I 
expect him to dis- 
cover the alpha- 
betical order of any given word in the dic- 
tionary? And all because, as I have at 
last taken the trouble to ascertain, be- 
cause he does not know his alphabet well 
enough to tell what letter comes after 
another! 

“Tt is plain he was taught that the al- 
phabet was dangerous, and he has been 
mighty careful not to let it bite him. 
But he will have a chance to let it eat 


out of his hand pretty soon if he expects 
to hold down his job with us!” 





Mother of twelve—That's a bargain. 
down-town I'll have your picture taken. 
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BLOC 
Now that I've got you children 


Christmas Day Aftermath 
Or COURSE, it was just as I ’spected! 
The Christmas brought oodles of junk. 
The trumpery I have collected! 
Oh, well, I ought not to show spunk, 
But those “rare” and “distinctive” 
traptions, 
Those gifts called “unusual” and “quaint,” 
\re only old foes with new captions; 
They say they are “different.” 
ain’t!) 


con- 


(They 


My very soul feels pugilistic 
At “‘trifles with 
peal”’; 
And at “gifties unique and artistic,” 
I just want to perfectly squeal! 


Christmas ap- 


Those “novelty” frights of door- 
knockers! 
Boudoir trash, of gold lace de /uxe! 
And I'd rather some good shilling 
shockers 
Than all of those gladiose books. 


“Rare” pieces of rubbishy metal 
Stand smug in a fatuous range; 
(I’d welcome a knitted wool kettle, 
Or an antique bronze muff, for a 

change!) 


I loathe that Doll Telephone Cover; 
But the very worst nuisance yet, 
Are the Book-ends that always tip 

over, 
And the Door-stops that always 
upset! 


I am not ungrateful. Don’t think it. 
I don’t mean to be, anyhow. 
But I haven’t got room for one trin- 
ket, 


— | 








Violette—Oh, Gladys dear, aren't you coming to the meeting for the protection of homeless 
I am sorry, but I can’t leave Fifi alone. 


children ? Gladys—No. 


The house is so full of them now! 
—Carolyn Wells. 























George O. Butler 
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t \ Young Lady entered 


(ea 
a store, 
To see if she'd gained 
She was almost afraid 


To have herself weighed — 
She feared she had ‘put on 


a score! 





any more. 
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Wi madine her jo then, 
fs) “eas to find 


Her avoirdupois pate 


Upon weighing she found 
Shed lost Aalf a pound, 
Which lifted a weight = 


from 


her 























MARKOWITZ AND HENRY 
They Discuss Expensive Presents and Cheap Advice 


By LOU RAB 


66 ONEY is flowing like water,” complained Max Mar- 

kowitz, the skirt manufacturer, to Henry Shap- 
iro, his bookkeeper and brother-in-law, after reading aloud 
from an engraved card he was holding in his hand. “If 
it ain’t a tip, it’s a present. If it ain’t a present, it’s a 
contribution. And if it ain’t a contribution, it’s a poor 
relation. I tell you— 

“Sure by you money flows like water—like frozen wa- 
Henry. ‘What if you spend a couple 
of dollars on a cousin’s wedding? You forgot already that when you 
was married to Minnie you wouldn’t had a chair on what to sit ora 
table on what to play pinocle if it wasn’t for them wedding presents 
from your relations.” 

“You think I mind so much giving a present? Oser!’’ denied Marko- 
witz, emphasizing the last word with a peculiar shrug of his shoulders. 
“But do you know, Henry, that since the last summer, presents got so 
expensive that I already spent more than a hundred dollars on such non- 
sense; and Christmas is only a couple of weeks away. Where you go, 
it’s all the time—present. If Mrs. Nathanson’s boy, what lives next 
door, graduates from high school, it’s a party with a ring! If Jake our 
foreman’s wife has a Zwilling, it’s another party with an extra-sized baby 
carriage. Who is expected to give it? Me, the boss, of coss! When the 
president from our society becomes an Ex, who’s got to chip ina V? Max 
Markowitz! If Abe Marcus, my new pinocle friend, what’s a relation from 
me like you’re a relation from the Tzar of Russia, celebrates his wooden 
wedding, who’s got to spend good money for an umbreller stand? Max 
Markowitz. I tell you, Henry, if we had a million wars and oceans 
with prosperity, there wouldn’t be enough mazumen to give every——” 

“Tt ain’t so terrible, nicht so gefahrlich,” joshed Henry. “For spite 
all them presents, you got enough cash yet to run a Speedwell and smoke 








ter,”’ sarcastically commented 
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The connoisseur—Huh! that’s nothing. You ought to hear my dad when he shaves. 
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them ten cent Habanoras. Max, believe me if 
I was you—now look—I got to give a present 
to-day, and I’m so happy I got to give it, that 
there ain’t enough gold in the woild like I want 
to spend on it.” 

“So!” chuckled Markowitz, “I bet you it’s for 
Sadie Goldman.” 

“Nu, what if it is for Sadie Goldman, ain’t 
she woith her weight in golden presents?” de- 
manded Henry, blushing. “But, to tell you the 
truth, I don’t know what to buy. I want to get 
something that will tickle her so much that it will 
make Harry Fishkind, what’s always hanging 
around her house like a regular boarder, look like 
a losing politician after election. He’s a college 
feller, swims and skates so good like Sadie, and 
thinks he can cut me out. I wish you could tell 
me something nice to buy for her boithday.” 

““An umbreller,”’ suggested Markowitz. 

“No,” replied Henry. 

"i picktche! x 

“Go on!” 

“Candy.” 

“She ain’t a baby and I ain’t a cheap skate!’ 

“ Furs!” 

“She ain’t my wife and I ain’t no millionaire.” 

“A book.” 

“That ain’t such a bad idee,” 
Henry. ‘What kind of a book?” 

“A heavy book—a Shakespeare.” 

“Eh!” disagreed Henry. “She'll think I 
think her a homely highbrow and get mad.”’ 

“Then buy her the latest love story with 
picktches.” 

“No,” disputed Henry, “she'll be insulted 
and say that I take her for a goil with nobody 
home in the head.” 

“Henry! Henry!” exclaimed Markowitz after 
“You know what just got in my head? 
A good ten-dollar pair with 
will even 


> 


remarked 


a while. 
A pair of skates. 
shoes will cut the ice so nice that it 
cut out that college feller.” 

“Yes, that ain’t a bad idee,” admitted Henry. 
“TI myself don’t care for them. I can only keep 
a balance in the books. But Sadie skates so fine 


(Continued on second page following.) 
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(Concluded from second preceding page.) 
like a boid flies in the air; like 
a fish——” 

“Enough, 
Markowitz, opening 
leading into his factory, “ 
you a good idee, so now you 
can stop worrying and com- 
mence working,”’ and he closed 
the door behind him. 

The following morning 
found Henry gloomily hunched 
over his ledger, as his brother-in-law entered the office. 

Good morning!” said Markowitz, a greeting in which he 
seldom indulged, but which was called forth by Henry’s de- 
jected appearance and the manufacturer’s curiosity as to the 
result of his suggestion. ‘Nu? How was it last night?” 

Henry didn’t reply but turned over a page and commenced 
footing up a long column of figures. 

“Henry, I’m talking to you!” 


enough!” cried 
the door 
I gave 





exclaimed Markowitz, 


angrily. “Can’t you be a gentleman and answer? I want 
you to do what I tell you!”’ 
“And I wish I hadn’t done what you told me,” shouted 


Henry, turning around suddenly. 

“For why not?” inquired Markowitz, anxiously. 
I give you good advice?” 

“Such advice!” mocked Henry. “Like 
a fool and a cheap skate, I bought her ice 
skates like you told me; but that college 
feller, like a sport, bought her a 
ticket 6 

“What? For the opera?” broke in 
Markowitz, throwing up his hands. 

“No,” sighed Henry, “for the skating 
rink.” 


“Didn't 


season 


The Way Today 
“Yes, grandma, I am just back from 
finishing school.” 

“Ah, my dear, let us see what you have 
learned. How should a young lady enter 
a drawing room?” 

“Well, grandma, 
girls enter with a giggle; 
whoop.” 


methods differ. Some 
others with a 


What It Is 

Willie Willis—What’s a 
Papa Willis—A_ man 
what ails you, at $100 per wonder. 


“specialist,” pa? 
who wonders Moe 


Miss Gladys 
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JUST BOY 


By FRANCES LL. GARSIDE 
HEN a boy reads of any one sleeping so long the medi- 
cal world is interested, he wishes his father had 
chance to wake him up. 

From the time a boy sits under a street corner light playing 
with toads until he is blind and toothless, he has to account to 
some woman why he didn’t come home earlier. 

When he tries to be gallant, he is discouraged: He peels an 
orange, and gets it so dirty only his mother will take a piece 
when he generously tries to share it. 

Every time a boy delivers a package, the one receiving it 
says, ‘‘Why didn’t You bring it sooner?” 

One of life’s greatest hardships for a boy is to be refused 
bicycle and skates and ball, because the money is being saved 
for his education! 

Turn a boy into a room filled with men, and instinctively 
he finds his way to the side of the man who is shy several 
fingers. 

A boy isn’t very much of a boy if he can remember at night 
when his mother is examining him where he got each new bruise 
that day. 

A boy may be noisy, 
polite, but pui this to his everlasting credit: 
a liking for some one he dislikes. 


he may be disorderly, he may be im- 
He never pretends 


Ah gif yer a nickel fo’ a kiss, Miss Gladys. 
Ef you-all’s lookin’ foh a jitney bus you done hail de wrong hack. 




















“It is to these wholesome milk baths, my dear, 
that I owe my marvelous health and beauty.” 
























“Doesn't Mr. Crow's new sport coat give him 
a distinguished air!” 












“I’m giving my wife an ostrich egg, so that 
in laying her own eggs she will have an ideal 
to strive for.” 
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Aunt Myra Mouse—This must be one of 
the swell Broadway restaurants we've heard 
so much about 
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“Good-bye, George — I'll see you 
in Palm Beach. I’m migrating by 
parcel post this year.” 


Hawkshaw Quack, the detective — “Ah, 
Ha! | must follow this up—these are suspi- 
cious looking tracks!" 

















First come, first served. 




















E’RE always waiting in this vale of tears; this sort 
of thing eats up our finest years. 
We wait for trains, which ought to be on time; 
they’re three hours late, when lateness is a crime. Around a 
depot, dreary, grim and old, we wait and wait, and catch our 
deaths of cold. We miss engagements which would bring us 
coin, because our train is sidetracked at Des Moines. 
Three hours are gone, and still it’s two hours late, and so 
we wait, and wait, and wait, and wait. 

We take a table in the dining hall, and order quail, ice cream 
and codfish ball. And then we sit, in solemn pomp and state, 
and wait and wait, and wait and wait and wait. When we 
arrive, we’re blooming, young and fair, but ere we eat the snow 
is in our hair, our cheeks are faded and our backs are bowed, 
and we would trade the napkin for a shroud. 

When evening comes we take the kids and go to some 
large hall to see a moral show. We've read in ad, and big- 
type bulletin, “At 8 o’clock the doings will begin.” Now, 8 
o’clock means 8 o’clock with us; promptly on time we’re there 
to see the fuss. And in fierce chairs, bunged up and out of 
date, we wait and wait, and wait, and wait, and wait. The 
hours drag on, with slow and dreary tread, the lights go out, 
the town has gone to bed; the rising sun has tinged the eastern 
skies, when finally we see the curtain rise. The actors stalk 


on stiff and spavined legs, and is it strange we splatter them , 


with eggs? 

A friend comes up and borrows seven bones. ‘‘I’ll pay you 
back,” he says, in ringing tones, ““on Monday morn, at half 
past 9 o’clock; I keep my word—there’s no bunk in my talk.” 
We need that coin, the sorest kind of way, to clothe our wives, 
and buy the children hay; the rent is due, we need things at 
the store, the times are hard, the wolf is at the door. But 
Monday’s gone, and many Mondays slide; the borrower no 
doubt has gone and died; we do not hear his footsteps at the 
gate, while worn and sad, we wait, and wait, and wait. 

And thus we all, of high and low estate, for this and 
that, and which and t’other, wait. 


Made Father Grave 
“See by the paper that coal is soaring,” giggled Miss 
Pert, the pretty sophomore. ‘‘Doesn’t that contradict the 
law of gravitation?” 
“Not at all, my dear,” replied dear-old-dad. “I don’t 
know of anything which adds more to my gravity.” 











Girl (on top story phoning)—Where art thou, Romeo? 
Romeo (in drug store phoning)—Almost directly under your 
little balcony, my dear! 


The Proposal 
She—Think how few married people live happily together. 
He—Think how seldom they are together, though. 














IMPULSES TO PATRIOTISM 
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ENERAL LEDGE and Captain Tyndale stood near 
the last unit of an artillery line newly formed for 
barrage fire, watching an occasional shot to deter- 
mine range. ' 

“TI saw Lord Chippendale yesterday,’ casually 
remarked the General. 

“What? Waited for a conscription impulse, eh? Where 
is the beggar?” 

“Among the newcomers. Has a billet in a regimental 
kitchen. Wanted my influence to set him in the way of 
becoming a bomber.” 

“Well, that at least shows courage of the eleventh-hour 
sort, if it is courage. He was a champion cricketer, and 
should score with bombs. What mystifies me is his dilatory 
adventuring.” 

“There are many things that discourage enlistment, but 
none more surely than a petticoat. And sometimes a petti- 
coat encourages it. Hadn’t you heard?” 

“T heard something to the effect that he was parading a 
young stage woman.” 

“Yes. Perhaps I shouldn’t have mentioned a petticoat 
as the attraction. This one appeared without. You certainly 
remember Queenie Quiller, principal boy in that Drury 
pantomime?” 

“Who doesn’t? And you are right about the petticoat.” 

“Very good. I had a lot of news about it in a letter from 
Old Rosedale of the Savage Club. Things got slack, you know, 
in the theatre, and Queenie had dreams of becoming a lady. 














What fools boys will be! What fools all of us are at times! 
‘Chippey’ fell for it, as they say, and was ready to marry the 
jade. Of course she had already accepted a necklace or two, 
a motor, a flat and all that, but she hadn’t told ‘Chippey’ 
that she had a husband—a common fellow named John Bogg— 
a subordinate in the property-room of the first theatre in which 
she got a place. But it seems that Bogg was a decent sort, 
after all, for he saw her with ‘Chippey’ and disappeared, 
disgusted. Nobody knows where he went. And with him 
out of the way, it seemed plain sailing for Queenie, who was 
ready to take a chance.” 

“But what broke up the game?” 

“Why, some friend of ‘Chippey’s’—an anonymous friend, 
it is said—knew the record of the jade and sent him the in- 
formation.” 

“‘And so he became patriotic all at once! Well, he can get 
over sentimentality as a bomber!” 

“You can get over almost anything in any departn.-nt 
about here!” 

The Captain became thoughtful. “I wonder!” he ex- 
claimed. 

They were both looking at the big guns. 

“What?” asked the General. 

“See that little shrimp over there skippering that second 
heavy?” 

“Yes. Very active. And seems to know what he’s about.” 

“Best gunner in my command. His number is 8172, and 
his name is John Bogg.” 
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A Ballade of Christmas Gifts 


HERE’S a desk-set came from a college 


mate 
And a fountain-pen from my cousin Joe, 
And the joy I felt was ex 
ceeding great 


7 @.- \— (You could see my fea- 
/ Og ; \ tures were all aglow 
j fa When Annette, the love- 
wa 4 J heat lass I know, 

~ we 


Sent me something that 
well, it pleased a lot 
) And it set my pulses a 
thrilling so 
Ah! many the Christmas 
gifts I got. 


) 


There were books that came from my sister 
Kate 
And they made the prettiest sort of row; 
I received a gun that you’d highly rate 
And a fishing-pole you'd be glad to show. 
There were gloves and ties and such things, 
and lo! 
Came the pipe that suited me to a dot 
And which soothed in many a pang and 
throe 
Ah! many the Christmas gifts I got. 


There were fine cigars of which oft I'd prate, 
(I’ll not always smoke such cigars, I trow;) 
There were sofa cushions (and let me state 
hat with sofa cushions and smoke to blow 
All the ills of life so much softer grow) 
here were other things—if I name them not 
It is not because that to praise I'm slow 
\h! many the Christmas gifts I got. 


ENVOY 


But there’s naught that fills me just now but 
woe; 
All the day I find that the tears fall hot. 
I forgot to say it was years ago 
Ah! many the Christmas gifts I got 
Nathan M. Levy. 


A Bird of Passage 
“Pop, what does the Bible mean by be- 
ing here to-day, and gone to-morrow?” 
“Probably the cook, my son.” 


Egg View Notes 
HILE Corny Paine was on his way 
home from a Yuletide trip to Spring 
Ledge in his second-hand Pollywog 
automobile, Monday afternoon, he offered 
a tramp a ride, but the tramp quickly 
told Corny that he felt empty enough, 
as it was. 

Myrt Spoor, who has taken to thinking 
up and writing down verses, read an 
exceedingly clever and original poem at 
the school-house Christmas exercises 
Friday night, and got almost done with it 
before she lost her place and had to go 
back and begin at the first again, with a 
fresh start. After the entertainment let 
out, Chet Lumley, our drayman, 





Every Inducement 
667TSHEN you didn’t catch any fish, 
girlie?” 

“No, the horrid fish 
And I baited with caramels, too.’ 


wouldn’t bite. 


a 


Solved 

“Why is it that our young men don’t 
marry?” asked the elderly spinster. 

“I suppose because they are not 
asked,”’ replied the cynical bachelor, with 
a greater regard for courtesy than he usu- 
ally displays. 





Whichever way the war goes Poland 
will be free to do as she is told. 





was seen telling several persons that 
he believed it was one case where 
there was a loss without any gain. 

Witt Larcom was in Pollywog 
Thursday to purchase some kind 
of a gift for himself in a high-grade 
gents’ furnishing store. Witt con- 
versed freely with a clerk before de- 
ciding on anything and told the 
clerk he was learning to be a tele- 
graph operator but never expected 
to be a fast one, so the clerk 
talked Witt into buying a pokey 
dot shirt. 

The weather acted very mild 
and agreeable for the annual spe- 
cial holiday meeting of the Wo- 
man’s Elite Social Club, at the 
home of Lutie Gimber, Tues- 
day night, but a terrible bliz- 
zard soon started in, and when it 
got to be bedtime, everybody but 
Cylindra Berger made: miserable 
and awkward work of wading 
through the deep drifts. Cylindra 
had on a big-city latest-style 














outfit which was never in her 
way. —Leslie Van Every. 


HER NEW BOW 


























‘Your father tells me he beat you at golf today.” 


6s~LJANG IT ALL! Ain’t there 

never to be no will nor no 
way in this here schooner but yourn? 
Allays Jack Tar on the 
bridge an’ the Cap’n in 
the forecastle?” “Who is that?” whispered 
Paul, scuttling back to his own corner of the sofa. 

‘Land sakes alive! Not even fust mate, 
ben’t I? But if I can’t box the compass, I can 
box my old man’s ears.”’ 

“Who is ¢that?”’ asked Paul aloud, but with 
his ejaculation the cackling laugh stopped in 
mid-career. 

The silence following was not like that en- 
chanted hush in which the lovers had sat for what the prosaic 
clock marked off as forty minutes. This was an uncanny 
silence, laden with something secret and profane. 

Polly dimpled at the blankness of Paul’s look. 

“You're scared, my hero,” she teased, “but they ar’n’t so 
bad,—Captain Joel Gibbs and Mrs. Gibbs. Come in, Achilles, 
and I'll introduce you.” 

By that roseleaf touch on his brown fist Paul would have let 
himself be drawn into Vesuvius, but he could not restrain an- 
other start when, braced for his best bow, he found that the 
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back sitting-room into which he had been conducted was empty. 
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| THE FAIRY GODMOTHER | 
By KATHERINE LEE BATES 
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‘I always let him beat me when I’m short of funds, mother.” 


a “No, not quite,” laughed Polly. 
The afternoon light was already soft 
with shadow, but Paul peered about 
him valiantly till his eyes suddenly 
met the glare of a parrot, whose 
perch was half concealed by a window-curtain. 

“Oho! Ventriloquist, are you, Poll? What a jolly row you 
kicked up, all by yourself!” 

Still the parrot glared. 
blandishments. 

“Want your rainbow noddle scratched? 
don’t! Whew, but she nipped my finger! 
teach your demon manners.” 

“Which demon?” 

“Your namesake.” 

“T’ll bite, too.” 

After Polly had been duly punished for this, a punishment 
that left her cheeks pinker than ever, Paul deposited her in a 
deep Morris chair, establishing himself on the arm as jailer. 

“You don’t get out till you ’fess, Goldylocks. What baleful 
How did yonder weird bird from the Moun- 
How, 


Paul, queerly embarrassed, tried 


The deuce you 
Polly, you should 


mystery is here? 

tains of the Moon fly into a Massachusetts parsonage? 

when, why was this? Tell me quick or I will ——-”’ 
“Stop! I’m telling. When I was a teeny girl— 
“Day before yesterday.” 


” 











‘Daddy Dear was settled on Cape Cod 
in the loveliest old village that ever was, 
full of retired sea-captains who used to 
build their porches facing the sea and 
walk them up and down, up and down, 
as if they were walking the deck. Cap’n 
Joel was the fiercest and the shaggiest 
of them. I liked him best. He used to 
give me whales’ teeth carved into funny 
images and take me on his knee and sing 
to me about the King of the Cannibal 
Islands.”” The parrot emitted a hoarse 
note and checked herself abruptly. 

“And on my birthdays Mrs. Joel 
would open a round blue jar figured over 
in white with fat little mandarins and 
scoop out for me a Chinese sweetmeat, all 
syrupy and luscious. But they did quar- 
rel dreadfully. They died of pneumonia 
the same day last winter, scolding from 
bed to bed till the very last. They asked 
the neighbors to send me their cross old 
parrot and their big clasp-Bible—the only 
treasures the poor dears had, I suppose. 
I keep the Bible on the stand near Polly.” 

“Spiritual consolation.” 

“Well! I thought it might help her 
homesickness a little. She hates us all 
and never will say a word when she thinks 
we are about, but when she is alone she 
quarrels their quarrels all over again, 
squeaking like Mrs. Joel and grumbling 
like the Cap’n. I suppose we'll be like 
that some day.” 

“‘A heresy so base as this necessi- 
tates another 
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Brother—Don't wear those things, Nellie. People’ll think you're a blockhead. 





narrow 


What a 
men have! 


“Go away! 
of interests 


range 
Reasonable conversation is what 
girls like. I would pull your 


moustache, if you had one.” 

“Tf I had one! What do you 
call this?” 

“A hope.” 

“Insulted by a saucy sis, I take 
my vengeance in a——” 

“No, you don’t. Hark! There 
are my honored parents puffing 
up the hill.” 

“Superfluities of nature! What 
place had fathers and mothers 
in Eden? Just one more!’ 

“Daddy Dear, here’s Paul al- 
ready. The express was on time, 
for once. He has been so impatient 
for you and Mummy to get home.”’ 

‘“‘Any business prospects yet?” 
The inevitable question, with its 
dreaded opportunity, had come. 
Paul, who had prolonged to the 
utmost the greetings and the ac- 
count of his journey, squared his 
shoulders and spoke up like a 
man. “Baxter Brothers have 
offered to take me into the firm, 
sir, but they insist on five thou- 
sand and I can raise only two.” 

“Page and Shaw!” sighed Mrs..Grey- 
son, shaking her head at the gaudy box 
of candies still in Polly’s hand. ‘‘And 
so bad for the child’s teeth, too!” 

‘‘Humph!” grunted Mr. Greyson. 

If eloquence is 
to be measured 
by its effect, Pat- 
rick Henry could 
have done no 
better. Paul’s 
dream went out 
like a bubble. He 
paled with disap- 
pointment. Then 
he reddened with 
wrath. Why 
should an antique 
codger of a cler- 
gyman hang on to 
his paltry hoard 
like that? ‘“Dad- 
dy Dear!’’ coaxed 
Polly. 

But Mr. Grey- 
son solemnly 
stalked out of 
the room with re- 
fusal in every 
== footfall, and Mrs. 
Greyson, still 
shaking her head, 
~ followed on _ his 
reverend heels. 








Harold—Did you whip papa when he was a little boy? 
Grandpa—Why, pen oy 

Harold—An’ did your papa whip you? 
Grandpa—Y es. 

Harold—Well, who started this, anyway? 


A FEUD 


“We can’t be married for a_ thou- 
sand years,” groaned Paul so tragically 
that Polly’s arms reached up and drew 
the dark head down to her yellow one. 
They were silent so long, in the gather- 
ing dusk, that the parrot forgot they 
were there, and suddenly squeak and 
grumble began to alternate. 

“‘Dunderhead!” 

It was the very cackle of Mrs. Gibbs. 

“Whose money be it?” 

Many a Jack Tar had quailed before 
that growl. 

“The gal won’t never find them bills 
this side o’ Jerusalem.” 

Paul marveled that Polly’s satin fin- 
gers could pinch a fellow’s wrist like 
that. 

“‘Ain’t she a minister’s darter?” 

The Cap’n was piously indignant. 

““What if she be! Like as not she'll 
look for Joel in the New Testymunt.” 

Paul and Polly swooped on the big 
Bible, where two quarrelsome old peo- 
ple had hidden a last gift, and searched 
the Scriptures as they had never done 
before, while the parrot, glum and deso- 
late, glared down from her perch as if 
counting the greenbacks that fluttered 
to the floor. 


The Only Time 
The only time a woman feels real 
regret is when she overlooks an oppor- 
tunity to become offended. 




















BE TWEEN 


HE Tired Business Man was dis- 
pleased about something. 


“‘T must confess I didn’t get that 
play,” he said. “I know I’m no brighter 
than the average theatregoer, but I’m 
hanged if I think I’m any stupider than 
the same genus—and I don’t get it and 
I don’t like it.” 

“But it’s Shaw!” cried the Débutante, 
“and I just adore Shaw. Everybody 
does, you know. He’s so—so—” 

“‘T don’t care how ‘so’ he is,”’ retorted 
the Tired Business Man, “‘if he persists? 
in writing the sort of stuff he does. It’s 
too ‘so’ for me!”’ 

The Débutante sniffed. 

““ Anybody knows that Shaw is a great 
dramatist,” she replied. 

“Just a minute,” said the Critic, who 
had been listening with great interest. 
“T presume you are speaking of ‘Getting 
Married’; and it seems to me that you 
are both wrong in your attitude. You—” 
this to the Tired Business Man—‘‘don’t 
like it because you don’t understand it; 
while Miss Débutante likes it because 
Shaw wrote it. You both overlook the 
merits of the piece, judged from a stand- 
point of—” 

“Are you going to say ‘technique’?” 
asked the Tired Business Man. 

“Why—er—yes, I suppose I was,” 
replied the Critic. “Why?” 

“Oh, nothing—but I should think 
you’d get awfully tired of using that 
one word so much of the time.” 

“Technique,” replied the Critic 
warmly, “‘is what we must judge 
most plays by—perhaps it is unfortu- 
nate that it is so, but the fact remains. 
The technique of the dramatist is just 
as important as the technique of the 
actor, of course; and there is no other 
standard—at least, not at present.” 

“Hold on,” said I. “I haven't 
seen ‘Getting Married’—won’t some- 
one tell me about it? This discus- 
sion of technique is over my head un- 
less I know what is the subject under 
dissection.” 

“Why, it’s by Shaw, you know,” 
began the Débutante, uncertainly. 


By CYRIL ANDREW 


“And then there’s Faversham—I think 
he’s darling as the Bishop—” 

“T didn’t get it, except as an argument 
for free divorce, and I don’t think that’d 
be a good thing,”’ said the Tired Business 
Man; “and then I didn’t see the point 
in a lot of the lines.” I turned to the 
Critic for enlightenment. 

“Getting Married’ is not the best of 
Shaw’s plays,” said that individual, 
“‘nor is it the worst. It is a light bit, but 
it has the usual delightful Shavianisms 
throughout, and the acting, particularly 
that of Mr. Faversham and Miss Cros- 
man, is delightful. It is an oasis in a 
desert of mediocre plays, and ~ve should 
be supremely thankful for it.” 

“T shall see it as soon as possible,” 
I replied. “And by the way—who went 
to the performance of ‘The Pardon’ at 
the Bandbox the other day?” 

‘I was there,” said the Critic. “And 
I enjoyed myself immensely, except that 
I thought that the first act dragged a bit. 
Did either of you see it?” This last to the 
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Débutante and the Tired Business Man. 
The Tired Business Man shook his 
head, but the Débutante spoke. 

“T bought tickets, but I didn’t go,” 
she said. ‘I wanted to help the idea 
along, but I simply had to have a fitting 
that afternoon, and the people who were 
going with me said they thought they 
wouldn’t go, either. Was it good?” 

The Critic looked irritated. 

“T saw a really good little play, well 
acted, given for a half-filled house,” he 
said. ‘“‘Merely because some people 
thought they had done enough for Mr. 
Wood when they bought seats. I have 
no sympathy with that sort of thing. The 
idea—to give the best of the foreign 
drama in translations—is at once unique 
and praiseworthy. It will fill a gap which 
the Thédtre Francais and the Deutsches 
Theater, owing to the limited under- 
standing of the foreign languages, have 
heretofore been unable to fill. It is 
worthy of the support of the theatregoer 
—and he buys his seats—and the ac- 

tors play to a half-empty house!” 

“I was there,”’ I defended, for the 
Critic showed signs of including me in 
his diatribe. ‘And I enjoyed the 
play immensely; furthermore, I agree 
with you in regard to the seatholders 
who didn’t come. It must have been 
discouraging to Mr. Wood and his 
friends to see so few in the house.” 

“An opportunity like that does 
not come every day,” went on the 
Critic. ‘‘The play is interesting and 
well written—trust Jules Le Maitre 
for that—and Mr. Barrett Clark’s 
translation is smooth and finished. I 
sincerely hope that the projected se- 
ries will be better attended than the 
first performance.” 

The Débutante looked ashamed of 
herself, and murmured something 
about doing better the next time. 
The Tired Business Man, however, 
stood his ground. ‘‘This New Move- 
ment stuff—” he began. 

“My dear chap,” said the Critic, 
“any movement in the drama of to- 
day is a relief.” 
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Suffrage Facts and Fancies 
By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


A Womanly Woman First of All a 
Clothes Rack 
MAN is talked about and sized up 
generally by two B’s: his brains 
and his bank account. 

A woman is talked about and sized-up 
generally by two C’s: her clothes and her 
complexion. 

If you doubt it for a minute, just put 
your mind on the attitude taken by the 
press toward that innovation in our 
government, our new congresswoman. 

Jeannette Rankin, it appears, is an 
able woman strong in every way: strong 
minded enough to have recognized at an 
early age that if women were to have any 
chance at all to develop themselves and 
protect their home interests they must 
have the right to vote; strong enough 
physically to campaign on _ horseback 
through the rough mining state of Mon- 
tana to win the vote for women in that, 
her native state; strong enough morally 
to have so won the confidence of the pub- 
lic that she was chosen to represent it in 
Congress. This being so, did the press 
emphasize the real significance of the 
occasion, the fact that women were to be 
represented directly in Congress for the 
first time by one of their best specimens, 
one with brains, character, and physique 
equal to all the demands of her trying 
position? Quite the contrary. 

When the press, after its first strenuous 
hours with the question of Hughes vs. 
Wilson, got down to writing up our first 
Congresswoman, she was featured needle 
in hand making her own clothes, and 
“perfectly corking ones too.” She could 
cook, my, but she could cook! And her 
mind, too, dwelt by choice on clothes— 
she being a womanly woman. And, if 
she were to be asked to tell the story of 
her wonderful campaign that would have 
taxed the resources of the strongest man, 
she could be counted on to brush it all 
aside as irrelevant and uninteresting and 
exclaim, “Oh, come on and let’s go and 
buy a hat!” This was Jeannette 
Rankin as featured in the public press. 

Congressmen by the score were elected 


and their election received due newspaper 
space. But none of them was described 
as having hair that was “softly grey”; 
none of them was reported as having 
built his own home, or as having dug 
the family well; of none of them was the 
story told that, if he were asked to tell 
how he did it—that he would not rather 
do it than anything else in the world—he 
would say, “Oh, come on! Let’s go chop 
wood!” And yet the modern woman 
really no more spends her time making 
her clothes and cooking her husband’s 
dinner than the modern man spends his 
time chopping food and bringing in 
water. 

And for fear that you may hastily 
infer that it is only in the minds of men 
that woman is still rated by the two C’s, 
you may take it as true beyond perad- 
venture of a doubt that, if you could look 
into the hearts of practically every suf- 
fragist in the country, you would find, 
that their first impulse when they got 
down on their knees—metaphorically 
speaking—was to thank God for having at 
last been vouchsafed a congresswoman; 
that their first grateful impulse was due to 
the fact that Jeannette was a good- 
looker and knew how to wear her clothes 

in short that she was a womanly 
woman, that is, a sort of vivified clothes 
rack. This is a sad story but true. Let 
her deny it who dare! 


Every time we hear a sermon on the 
short skirt we wish it was shorter. 





OUR NATIONAL GUARD 


Suffrage Snapshots 


By IDA HUSTED HARPER 


HE new Business College of Colum- 

bia University will be open to wo- 

men the same as men and they will be 

fully equipped to enter the business 

world. After all this, how are they to 

be convinced that a woman’s place is at 

home? And if it is, why spend the 

time and money to fit them for business? 
There’s a flaw in the logic somewhere. 

# 
It is a wonder that Vice-President Mar- 


! shall got the votes of the women after 


” 


calling Eve a “‘soubrette.”” She was un- 
questionably the leading lady and the 
prima donna; there was none to dispute 
these titles. She was also the chorus and 
in fact the whole show from the feminine 
standpoint. We are indebted for all the 
knowledge there is in the world to the 
fact that the serpent handed her an ap- 
ple instead of a lemon, and she was her- 
self a peach. 
c 

There will come a time when many 
members of Congress will envy the men 
they defeated, and that will be when the 
suffragists go into camp at the Capitol. 

# 

The spirit of feminine revolt has 
reached India and the wife, instead of 
waiting on her husband while he eats and 
gratefully accepting what he leaves, now 
sits down with him and takes her share. 
The next news from there may be that 
he is doing the cooking for the family. 

# 

It seemed providential that those 
short skirts should have come in style 
just as women were about to go into the 
mire of politics. 

# 

The dean of women at Chicago Uni- 
versity will not allow drum music at the 
dances; she says it is too exciting. Yes, 
an accordion would be better. 

#2 

A letter written 2,200 B. C. and never 
delivered has been discovered some place, 
but the man who forgot to post it will 
never be discovered. Long ago he went 
to meet his just deserts. 














LAUGHS FROM OVER 








Mrs. Jones—F¥red, dear, mama says she 
has made up her mind to be cremated. 

Jones (absent-mindedly)—All right. Tell 
her to put on her things and I'll take her 
along.—London Opinion. 





A Reverse 
Mrs Bird—Lawks, Mr. Beaky, what hus 
happened to you? 
Mr Bcaky—Why, I saw one of those 
aeroplane birds flying upside down, and 
tried to do the same!—<Sketch (London). 

















Worried 
“Ich bete Sie an, mein Fraulein!” 
“Psst, nicht so laut!” 
** Aber warum denn? 
Meer!" 


Ja, aber mein Papa ist Marconi-Telegraphist.” 


Wir sind alleip auf dem weiten 





“T worship you, my love!” 

“Psst, not so loud!” 

“Why not? We are alone in the middle 
of the ocean.” 

“Yes, but my papa is a Marconi operator.’ 
—Lustige Blaetter (Berlin). 


An Eastern Problem 
Second-Lieutenant Jones (desperately)— 
Confound the brute! He won't stop, and I 
can't return their beastly salute until he 

does.— Passing Show (London). 


’ 


THE SEA 





On the Field of Honor 


“Valor, amigo mio! Despues de todo, las condiciones 
son iguales.”’ 

“No lo crea usted; yo tengo mucho mas miedo que 
mi adversario, por marquez.” 


“Be brave, my friend! After all, the 
conditions are equal.” 

“Don’t think it! " 1 am much’ more 
frightened than my adversary!’’—Blanco y 
Negro (Madrid). 











In the Good Old Days 

‘Aber Herr Major, was machen Sie denn heute mit 
Ihrer Mannschaft? Wird denn Blindekuh gespielt, 
weil sich die Leute die Augen verbunden haben?" 

“Nein, wir markieren jetzt eine Nachtibung. 

“But, Major, what on earth are your 
men doing? Are they playing blind man’s 
buff that you put bandages on their eyes?” 

“No, we are practicing night maneu- 
vers.” —M eggendorfer-Blaetter (Munich). 











Blue Bird 


for 
Happiness 
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** Quickly flew to fame 
On the good Repetti name”’ 


This pretty tradition has been 
applied to our very newest 
package. 


Perhaps you have been plan- 
ning a gift for some friend. 
Nothing could more appropri- 
ately express your sentiment. 


A leading druggist near you 
probably has this package. ‘Or 
if you prefer, send us $1.00 
with forwarding instructions. 


520 West 36th Street 
30 West 34th Street 50 Broadway 
New York City 
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BONES IN THE HAND 
“LJOW MANY bones are tnere in the human hand?” asked my frieng 
McFee, and when I told him I was no authority on physiology he went 


| on: “Not physiology, but biology, old man. For I take it that biology js 


that science which tells one how to buy, and in order to buy one must 
have bones—or dollars, or whatever name the wherewithal masquerades 
under —in one’s hand. 

“And now,” he smiled, “I’m perfectly started on the road to telling 
you more of my thrilling experience in buying the home—my one matter 
of moment in biology, and especially of bones in the palm. I can noy gi 


| back and take things easy, but there was a time when the one grand msh 


was for money. Of course, I haven’t paid for the house I’m buying, by 


| the excitement of the first get-together has passed and I can breathe easier 


knowing just where I stand. You know, the preliminary proceedings ar 
terrible on the nerves. 

“T was waiting to hear when I should sign the contract to buy. Firs 
you pay a binder, then comes an additional outlay on a contract, and ther 
you go broke in getting the title. | The law said enough money had to be 
passed at the signing of the contract to give the agent his commission, though 
I didn’t know that. Word came on Saturday that Monday was the fatal 
day and $100 was the sum of money I was to pay. 

“IT didn’t have it. But I had a friend with a bank account, and I got a 
check from him for the amount—a thoroughly good check good for 
thoroughly good money. It looked all right to me, but O’Beetle told me 
Saturday night that the deal must, according to law, be transacted in cash 
O’Beetle, incidentally, was taking care of me in the deal. 

“There was no way of my getting the check cashed. O’Beetle didn’t have 
the money. None of his friends boasted of that much money. None of 
my friends ever have money. But O’Beetle had a bank account. 

“*On Monday,’ he told me, ‘I'll deposit your check and draw out $1 


+ 


from my account.’ All right; but one thing dawned on me. It lackex, . 


week of interest paying time, and he would lose six months’ interest on tl, , 


amount. And O’Beetle is an economy fan—stirs up hot air on economy-* 
so he called it off. 

“There was no way of my cashing it at the bank, because no one kne, 
me, and the friend who had loaned me the check was prevented b, 
business from going to the bank for me on Monday. ; 

“T tell you, I spent a sad Sunday. All day I figured how to convert the 
check to cash. The idea of having $100 and yet not having it! A most ridic- 
ulous condition; as ridiculous as the law that demands cash at a time a man 
needs money by the truckload. At the time I was tempted to forfeit my 
binder and stick to the acquisition of rent receipts for the rest of my life. | 
was never in such a pickle. 

“Monday morning came. I called up O’Beetle, and we started out 
to sign that contract, with the check still in my pocket. I had pictured 
what would happen if I didn’t have the cash, and now poured my troubles 
into one of O’Beetle’s ears—they probably going out of the other, as that 
is why we have two ears. I was a man of woe. 

“We passed O’Beetle’s bank, then went back to it. For it suddenly 
occurred to me that, by indorsing it, O’Beetle could get that check cashed 
without loss to his finances! And he did. 

“It’s great what a head your artful Aloysius has! Suddenly we were 
lifted out of a rut, where we had been as devoid of sanity as a man abou! 
to be married. And the incident showed me this: That nearly, if not 
quite, all of our worries could be avoided if we took the bones from our 
heads—thereby adding to the bones in our hands.” —Artemus Ward Utting. 


Cause for Exodusing 
“T AM going to leave this cave, which I have occupied for forty years 
or more, and move deeper into the wilderness!” determinedly declaret 
the hermit. ‘When I first took possession of this cavern it seemed fat 
enough from the haunts of men to satisfy the requirements of the mos 


exacting hermit. For years I was monarch of ail I surveyed and wholl 
content. But two weeks ago there arrived to make me a nice long Visi 
a second cousin of mine who is also a hermit. And not only that but he 


has the most radical notions of the ethics of the profession, an 
insists on hermiting in an entirely different manner from what I do and™ 
deriding my methods and trying to convert me to his’n. So I am about 
to depart as the crow flies for a mo e congenial location.” 


Prosperity Panic 
Optimist—Prosperity? Why, the banks can’t lend their money! 
Pessimist—So my banker told me when I tried to borrow. 
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It is men, and women, for the “top” 
that are wanted; those able to control, f | ‘Oo 
dominate, and organize, with minds 
that can think great productive 
thoughts, those with healthy reliable 
bodies; there is a position, and pros- 
perity waiting at the top for you. 
These Men That Reach the Top Are 
Bulwarks in Business and Social Life 
Men of Science have, for convenience, divided humanity into three distinct divi- 
sions, thus:—First, The Successful—Second, The capable—Third, The incapable. 
First Division. Those who are capable, and have to some considerable extent 
made a success of life; that is, they are comfortably off, have fair health, and 
because of this, and possibly other successes, rest (as they think) satisfied. Never was 
there a greater mistake, for these are the very people who are on the eve of prosperity 
in the highest sense, and fail to recognize it. 
Swoboda carries you over the border line, places you above the ordinary man. 
He develops your Boundless Limitless Self, makes you powerful, Strong, Thrilling, 
Vivid, Virile and Quick: further, he gives you a graceful and a magnificent mentality. 


This, and this only, is the plane of delightful health you should be on, and not rest in a fool’s paradise. 
Second Division takes the ordinary type of man who attempts, first one thing, and then another, failing at this and that, often 


ailing, changeable, poor memory, frequently depressed, or else he is at the giddy heights of the impossible. 


Experts know that 


this class of person lacks both physically and mentally. i _ 
Third Division are the ‘‘low-downs,”’ those who really EXIST, rather than LIVE, nearly always discouraged and weak in body 
but so engrossed with their disabilities that they have little, or no time, to enjoy the sweets of a happy life. 


But Swoboda Makes Either of the Above into Men and Women of Endurance 


SWOBODA’S MESSAGE TO YOU:— 


I can so vitalize every organ, tissue and cell of your body as to make the mere act of living a joy. Ican 


give you an intense, thrilling and pulsating nature. 
My guarantee is unusual, positive and absolutely fraud proof. 


it, J guarantee it. 





MESSAGES _———— 


FROM THOSE WHO HAVE 
REACHED THE TOP 


“Can't describe the satisfaction I feel.” 

“Worth more than a thousand dollars 
to me in increased mental and physical 
capacity."’ 

“Thave been enabled by your system to 
do work of mental character previously 
impossible for me.” 

“I was very sceptical, now am pleased 
with results; have gained 17 pounds.” 

“The very first lessons began to work 
magic. In my gratitude, I am telling my 
croaking and complaining friends, ‘Try 
Swoboda.’"’ 

_ “Words cannot explain the new life it 
imparts to both body and brain.”’ 

“It reduced my weight 29 pounds, in- 
creased my chest expansion 5 inches, re- 
duced my waist 6 inches.”’ 

“IT cannot recommend your system too 
highly, and without flattery believe that 
its = yagation has been of great benefit 
to the health of the country.” 

“My reserve force makes me feel that 
nothing is impossible, my capacity both 
physically and mentally is increasing 
aily.”’ 

“T have heard your system highly rec- 
ommended for years, but I did not realize 
the affectiveness of it until I tried it I 
am glad indeed that I am now taking it 

“Your system developed me most won- 
derfully.”’ 

“I think your system is wonderful. I 
thought I was in the best of physical 
health before I wrote for your course, but 
Ican now note the greatest improvement 
even in this short time. I cannot recom- 
mend your system too highly Do not 
hesitate to refer to me.”’ 

“You know more about the human 
body than any man with whom I have 
ever come in contact personally or other- 
Wise.”’ 

“Your diagnosis and explanation of my 
brain trouble was a revelation to me. I 
have had the best physicians of my State, 
but your grasp of the human body exceeds 
anything I have ever heard or known. I 

ave read your letters to many people, also 
my physicians who marvelled at them.” 








es 








I can increase your very life. I not only promise 


There are those that are tyrannized by paralyzing ‘‘suggestions,”’ such as fear of death, future, loss, 
disease, sickness, temper, inability, worry, suggestions that cripple their efforts, crush their attempts, and 
hurl them back discouraged. Conscious Evolution opens the door to a dazzling realization of the domi- 
nant latent power within, and these very people come out at the other side, boundless and free. 

The reason so many women speak without reserve as to the value of Swoboda’s system, is because he 
has taught them what they should know about Self-Evolution. When they understand this, they are YA 
conscious of being Powerful, Magnetic, Beautiful, Healthy, and of strong Feminine Personality, there- a 
fore have become better women in every way. 

Can YOU work at ‘‘top speed’’ week in and week out, without feeling fatigued? Can you dominate 
those under and over you? Can you show yourself to the world as a healthy, powerful, competent, 
profound and systematic thinker? O 

Can you twist difficulties into successes? Can you say, ‘‘I can Concentrate—I have a splendid v 
Memory —I have a strong Will’’? Come now! Can you honestly say this? g 

Why, <0" 









Swoboda can! Interested! Of course you are, how could you be otherwise? 
your very success in life is at stake if you are not like Swoboda, and remember he is just 
what he has made himself with Swobodaism. Suppose your health failed to-day, 
where would your business go to? America is just full of money waiting for ‘‘top 
men’’ and ‘“‘top women’’ toearnit. The times are too fast and strenuous for weak- 
lings or slow brains to keep up with. The strong and capable, are the men who 
succeed; there is plenty of room at the top for you, and Swoboda can take 
you there alright. 





ALOIS P. 
SWOBODA 
2102 Aeolian Hall 

New York City 





When you board one of the mighty leviathan locomotives rushing madly 
from New York to Chicago, you simply take your ticket, and rest comfort- 
ably until you reach there. The worry and care of the journey is not Ww 
yours; you are whirled along in restfulness and pleasantness. That 
is just how Swoboda takes you along. He gives care to every stud- 
ent, and he trains, leads, and teaches you right away for health, wt 
and mental and physical strength from the very start You Ni 
just place yourself in his hands AND HE DOES THE 
REST. 

Because others have failed to get you into the 
“pink of health,’’ don’t think that Swoboda will fail 
—he will get you there right enough— absolutely 
and thousands all over the world will tell you so 10" 

6 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA as 
2102 Aeolian Bidg., % 


NEW YORK CITY oy 
N. Y. J 


\s 
ov: 
: Swoboda's new book, 
. Conscious Evolution,” is just off the press 
wi It teaches an entirely NEW DOCTRINE. The 
‘ very book itself breathes Light and Cheer. It is an 
illuminating and sensational book. If you fill in your 
name and address below, he will mail you a copy Free. 
To get to know the Secrets of Health and Swobodaism it is 
necessary to read this book. Mr. Swoboda gives you this oppor- 
tunity at hisown expense. You will learn therein about Evolution, 
that wonderful Man-and-woman-remaking system, scientifically 
described as Self-Evolution and Self-Health-Maintenance. 


JUST CUT THIS COUPON OUT AND POST IT, 
SWOBODA WILL DO THE REST 
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ADDRESS ) 


Swobodaism means Longevity - Youthfulness—Mental Strength—Physical 
Mastery — Concentration — Health —Nerve Energy — Dash—and Courage. 
To get this, just put your name and address above. 
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vWHISKEY vr 
RED TOP RYE 


TOP O’ THE MORNIN-TOP OF THEM ALL 


THE FERDINAND WESTHEIMER 4& gous CO., Distillers 
CINCINNATI, OH 











INDIAN RIVER and 
ROCKLEDGE 
ROCKLEDGE, FLORIDA 


Located 150 miles below Jacksonville, 
on the East Coast and Indian River 


Fine Golf Course; hunting; fishing; boating; 
tennis; billiards; pool and dancing. Opens 
Jan. 4th. Accommodates 400. 

Write for circular. W.W. BROWN, Hotel Man- 
hattan, 42nd St., New York City, until Dec. 25th. 
After that date, Rockledge, Florida. 

Summer season: Graniiden Hotel, Lake 8 pee, N 











tireprot” HOTEL CHELSEA 


West Twenty-third St., at Seventh Av., 
NEW YORK CITY 
European Plan 500 Rooms 400 Baths 
Room, with adjoining bath, $1.00 and $1.50. 

Suites, parlor, bedroom and bath, $3.00 and upward. 
Club Breakfast, 25c up. Special Luncheon, 50c up. 
Table d’ Hote Dinner, 75c up. Cafe attached. 

To Reach Hotel Chelsea. 
vrgn 5 onneytventa Station, 7th Avenue car south to 23d 


Grand c Yentral, 4th Avenue car south to 23d Street: 
Lackawanna, Erie, Reading, Baltimore & Ohio, Jersey Central 
and Lehigh Valley R. R. eae, take 23d Street cross- 
town car east to Hotel Che 
Principal Steamship P 
Street crosstown car. 
Write for Colored Map of New York. 


. Foot West 23d Street, take 23d 














Nickel-plate 

5 ins. 
long 
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Wizard Repeating 
LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 

man) without permanent injury. 

Perfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage 

Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 

No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loac ding. All dealers, 

or by mail, 500. Rubber-covered Holster, 10c. With Pistol, 55. Money 
order or postage stamps. no coin. 


Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
P G sates OR FEE RETURNED 





Actual search and report FREE. Send 
sketch or model. 1916 Edition, 90-pace 
patent book free. My patent sales ser- 
vice gets full value for my clients. Prompt service ‘rsonal service. 


GEORGE P. KIMMEL, 225 Barrister Bldg., Washington, D. C. 








Insan-itation 
USED to be a carefree man; 
I went upon my way 
Unconscious of the pitfalls dark 
That all around me lay. 
I ate my frugal three per day 
With all but vulgar zest; 
I worked ten hours a day, and slept 
The slumber of the blest. 


I used to pet the brindle cat 
And gambol with the pup; 

I even drank with nonchalance 
From out the common cup. 

But that was in the good old times 
Ere my sagacious spouse 

Discovered sixty kinds of germs 
At large within the house. 


Now I arise and take a dip 
In pure formaldehyde; 

I lave my freshly shaven face 
In smarting germicide. 

I don my fumigated pants, 
My coat denaturized, 

And sit me down in fear to eat 
Some food that’s sterilized. 


Upon my spouse and infant child 
I plant a filtered kiss; 

(Who was it wrote, long years ago, 
That ignorance is bliss!) 

With rubber mitts upon my hands 
I amble down to work, 

Eluding gents with fluffy beards 
Where bold bacteria lurk. 


I swat the fly and swab the dust 
Until my shirt is frayed; 

I dare not touch a dollar bill 
Unless it has been sprayed. 
And if perchance I take a drink, 

It is a standing law 
I must inhale it slowly through 
A hygienic straw. 


I am a prudent sort of man 
And strong for Safety First, 
But of all manias, it seems, 
Insan-itation’s worst. 
It’s hard sometimes to think of life 
In disinfected terms 
Or sanitary sentences, 
Since mother found the germs. 
W. Kee Maxwell. 


A Hard Hit Editor 

A Newsy was standing in a down-town 
street doorway in Nashville, Tenn., sobbing 
piteously, in expectation of getting rid of his 
papers to some charitably-inclined person un- 
used to his stereotyped tale of sick mother 
and nothing to eat in the house. 

The editor of the big daily he carried, un- 
known to the boy, happened along. “Get out 
in the street and cry out what’s in the paper, 
instead of whimpering there in that corner!” 
he called out. “Huh!” answered the boy, 
“there’s nauthin’ in it!” 


An October Rose 
“TBE ROSE still bourgeons on the lawn, 
A fragrant crimson boon, 
And yet there seems a glory gone; 
’Tis not the rose of June! 


With you, O Rose of Love, not so, 
For in you I divine 
A sempiternal charm and glow 
Howe’er the days decline! — Clinton Scollard. 

















REVITY may give Wit a 
soul, but it takes Quotation 
to make it immortal. 


From San Francisco to Amster- 
dam the exchange columns quote 
Judge as the “happy medium” 
of expression for representative 
American humor. 


Notice the clippings you read 
and you'll see ‘‘Judge’’ every- 
where. If reading Judge quoted 
doesn’t convince you of its 
superiority we suggest: 


“Judge for yourself ’’ 


One dollar brings you three 
months of Judge, which means 
thirteen jolly week ends, also 
thirteen frameworthy color 
covers by America’s best illus- 
trators. 














= Pp ee alt Sa Angels 
‘ “ALL THE COMFORTS OF HOME” 
By Paul Stahr 





The Happy Medium 
FIVE DOLLARS A YEAR 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
ec ee ee 


JUDGE, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


Enclosed find $1.00 for which send me Judge for three months 
($5 one year) 


ee : 


No subscription renewed at the one-dollar rate 
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With the College Wits 








Jinks—Billings surely likes to put on airs. 
Binks—What’s he doing now? 
Jinks—Oh, he fills a gasoline can with 


water and carries it home in full sight of the 
neighbors every night.—Widow. 


Not That Kind—“Bijones licked me on 
my own course.” 
“How did that happen?”’ 
“Three bad lies coming in.” 
“Did you drive into the rough?” 
“Nope. They weren’t that kind of lies.” 
—Cargoyle. 
Unperturbed Mamma 
William looking down the gun 
Pulls the trigger “just for fun.” 
Mother says in accents pained— 
“William is so scatter-brained.””—Tiger. 


Dreams—Bachelor (sadly)—I dreamed 
last night that I was married. The alarm 
clock woke me up. 

Benedict (more sadly)—I dreamed last 
night that I was single. The twins woke 
me up.—Record. 


Ask Father, He Knows—Son—Pa, 
what do the Head Hunters do with the 
heads after they get them? 

Pa—Make noodle soup of them, I guess. 
Don’t bother me again.—Tige. 


He Knew the Most of It—Queener— 
Do you know how to do this new dance, 
“Walkin’ the Dawg?”’ 

Athlete—Well, I don’t know the steps but 
I know the holts.—Longhorn. 


Hard to Decide—First Co-Ed—What’s 
your favorite game? 

Second Co-Ed—I really don’t know, Jim 
plays football and Harry is on the baseball 
team.—Froth. 


_ His Interest—’r7—Are you interested 
in Pater’s essays? 
18—No, only in Pater’s checks.—Jester. 


True—Better to have loved and lost 


than never to have had co-education.— 
Pelican. 


A Reaction—Love is what the freshman 
girl feels when she discovers that the insig- 


A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape Fruit 
makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail 
-octs. in stamps. C. W ° B 


W. Abbott & Co altimore, Md.(Adv.) 






























“Christmas Day, 18——. After dinner, we skated on Barker's 

Pond, where the Virginia cigarettes brought North by Mr. 

Virgil Lee, proved surprisingly acceptable.” 
«Back home for Christmas” —remember? Most of us can't leave our 
Tickers and Tots to shake hands with the old customs as we'd like, but 
we can gather around us the genuine, old-time reminders, There's a treasure- 
trove of memories in every box of good, old Richmond Straight Cut 
Cigarettes, The first high-grade cigarette made in the United States, the 
have a staid charm and quaint old-time delicacy unknown to “commercial P 
cigarettes, Your guests will appreciate them after the Christmas dinner. 


Cigarettes 


PLAIN or CORK TIP 


Fifteen cents 


Thesecigarettes arealso packed 
in attractive tins, suitable for 
Christmas gifts, 50 for 40c; 
100 for 75c. Sent post-paid if 


your dealer cannotsupply you. 
RICHMOND, Vircinia,USA 


Ment Ginter LIGGETTAMYERS TOBACCO CO. successon. 








PREFERRED BY GENTLEMEN NOW AS THEN 
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MAURICE SWITZER’S 


=A J Letters of a Self-Made Failure 


With 14 brilliant pen-drawings by Frank Godwin 





The “LETTERS OF A SELF-MADE FAILURE ” ran serially for ten weeks 
in Leslie’s, and were quoted by more than 200 publications. If you sit in “the 
driver’s seat’ or merely plod along beside the wagon, whether you are a success 
or think yourself a failure, you will find this book full of hope, help and the 
right kind of inspiration. 


Letters of a 
SELF-MADE 
FAILURE 
If you believe that it is more important to know why ten thousand fail 


rather than why one man succeeds, read this book. The LETTERS are written 
in epigrammatic style with a touch of irresistible humor, and they impart a sys- 


By Maurice Switzer 





tem of quaint philosophy that will appeal to everyone, regardless of age, sex or station. 


Price, $1.00 


Leslie-Judge Co. 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 





















<=> They say—white 
clothes are expenstwwe— 


white shoes, white spats, white gloves, white 
veils, white felt hats—because it costs so much 
to have them cleaned. 


Not so— 
A little 


CARP UNA 


—and a white cloth will clean any or all of them quickly and 
inexpensively and cannot injure the most delicate fabric. 


Carbona is safe to use in your home day or night because it 
—will not explode 





1$c.—-25c.—s5oc.—$1.00 bottles. At all druggists. 





Broadway and 47th Street 
NEW YORK CITY 


RATES PER DAY 
Room with lavatory $1.00 
Room with private bath $1. "50 end $2.00 
Room with private bath for two - $2.50 
Two-room Suites - - $3.00 to $3.50 


| 
| 
| 


Special Weekly Rates 
Restaurant a la carte and table d’hote. Club breakfast. 
The best value in New York City 
both in Rooms and Restaurant 














| /HOTEL LONGACRE 


Convenient to everything. The refined air and 
good service of the Longacre are well established. 


"Phone 7790 Bryant J. G. BOGGS 








THE LAFAYETTE FUND 


SENDS COMFORT KITS 
TO THE SOLDIERS OF FRANCE 
FOR TWO DOLLARS EACH 


THE KIT CONTAINS THE FOLLOWING 
ARTICLES : 


1 PONCHO — (COMBINATION RAINCOAT AND 

BLANKET)—1 PAIR FLEECE LINED DRAWERS 

1 FLEECE LINED SHIRT -1 PAIR WOOLEN SOCKS 

1 HANDKERCHIEF 1CAKE OF SOAP— 1 PIPE 

1 PACKAGE OF NOTE PAPER— 1 PENCIL— 1CAN 
OF CRETOL OINTMENT 











SEND ALL CONTRIBUTIONS TO 


FRANCIS ROCHE 
Secretary and Treasurer 
VANDERBILT HOTEL NEW YORK 





AND YOUR NAME WILL GO IN THE KIT 


ALL MONEY SUBSCRIBED GOES TO KITS EXPENSES ARE MET BY THE COMMITTEE 


























nificant youngster beside her in chemistry 
owns a “Twin Six” and travels highs 
Pelican. 
Vers Libre As It Is Versed 

How I wish, 

Rita, 

I were a microscopic organism, 

Sitting 

On your eye-lash 

And laughing 

At my brothers 

Drowning in your 

Tears!—Record. 


“Won't you recite something for us ip 
your native tongue?’ 

“Wat would ze like?” 

“Oh, anything.” 

(Business of reciting anything.) 

“Charming! The rhythm and smooth. 
ness of it,—a-ah—what was it, anyway?” 

“Zat ees our alphabet.”—Gargoyle. 


Early Fall Dope—‘“ Hear you are going 

to have some team at your school this fall,” 

“IT should say so, but how do you know 
what school I go to?” 
I don’t.” —W idow. 


On This Rock—Landlady—Dinah, are 
you a good cook? 

New Girl—Lawdy, yaas ma’am, Ah goes 
to church twicet every Sunday,—yaas’m— 
Longhorn. 


Deeper Still—He—Smythe has bought 
him an Airedale. 

She—The very idea! He'll have to 
mortgage his home to buy gasolene.—Kerne. 


Among the Idle Rich—Jsaac—They 
tell me that fellow has money to burn. 

Jacob—He must have got a hold of some 
Villa currency.-Cha parral. 


Ain’t It True!—Physics —What is the 
wave-length? 

Quiz—As long as you can see her.— 
Awgwan. 


Not Good For One—£d—Are late 
hours good for one? 

Co-ed—No, but they’re all right for two.— 
Orange Peel. 


Correct—‘When was the loose leaf 
system first used?” 

“Eve used it to keep track of her party 
gowns.” —Cornell Widow. 


Good Night!—He—Let me stay an 
hour more, dear—just an hour by the clock. 

She—But, Billie, the clock doesn’t need 
company.—Froth. 


Alas! All Too True—Soph—This hall 
was named after Daniel Webster. 

Femme—How much did he give?—Jack @ 
Lantern. 


A Wonder—‘“What do you think of a 
man who will constantly deceive his wife? 
“T think he’s a wonder! ”—Siren. 


Speed—“Two four minute eggs, Austin, 
and make ’em fast. I’ve got a class in 
thirty seconds.”—Lampoon. 


—_— 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


“It's purity has made it famous.” 
50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (Adv.) 
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Stories with Smiles 

Good Advice—A minister was questioning his Sunday School con- 
eming the story of Eutychus, the young man who, listening to the preach- 
ing of the Apostle Paul, fell asleep, and, falling out of a window, was taken 


yp dead. . ° >) 
“What,” he asked, ‘‘do we learn from this solemn event? 


The reply from a little girl came: 

“Please, sir, ministers should learn not to preach too long sermons.” 
Tit-Bits. 

Effect of Dissipation 
for some of his bad habits. 
+o be chawin’ tobaccer and smokin’ that old pipe. 
your health.” 
* “But listen, ma,” replied her son, ‘I am 7o years old, ain’t 1?” 

“Yes, you is,” admitted the mother, “but maybe if you didn’t chaw an’ 
' Youngstown Telegram. 


An aged mother was scolding her oldest son | 
‘*Ain’t you ’shamed of yousef,” she exclaimed, 
You jes’ ruinin’ of 


smoke you'd be 90 now.” 


A Husband’s Ruse 
gmething moving in the next room. 

“Heh?” said Mulliger Tawny, sleepily. 
n this house to attract a burglar.” 

“I know that as well as you do, you shiftless wretch, but the burglar 
don’t know it!”’ hissed Mrs. Tawny. ‘‘Oh, there’s a man with a dark 


“Mulliger,”’ whispered Mrs. Tawny, ‘I hear 
It must be a burglar!” 
‘““Nonsense! There’s nothing 


lantern.” 

“Let me at him!” cried Mulliger Tawny. 
masked intruder by the throat. 

“T surrender!”’ gurgled the house-breaker 

“Take him out to a policeman,” cried Mrs. Tawny, from under the bed- 
clothes. And after holding the burglar by the power of his eye as he hastily 
dressed, Mulliger led him from the room. 

Once outside the burglar tore off his mask and laughed great, round 
laughs: “Oh! Oh! Oh!” Then he and Mulliger repaired arm in arm to 
the club and draw poker. It was the first night’s vacation that poor Mul- 
liger Tawny had had in two months.—Detroit Free Press. 


And in one bound he had the 





He Took the Hint—Scribb and his wife were going to the theater. 

“Will you please go upstairs and get my goats off the dressing table?”’ 
said Mrs. Scribb. 

“Your goats?” queried the puzzled Scribb. 
have you women got now?” 

“T’'ll show you!” snapped the wife. 

Then she sailed away and soon returned, putting on her gloves. 

“Are those what you mean? Why, I call those kids.” 

“T used to,”’ replied Mrs. Scribb, “but they are getting so old I am 
ashamed to call them by that name any longer.’ —Philadelphia Ledger. 


“What new-fangled idea 


And More Coming—The stern father had consented to the engage- 
ment, and the young fellow was wildly elated. 

He loved fair Flossie for her goodness, of course, but she was also the 
daughter of a very wealthy father. And his gratified excitement showed 
in his voice and face. 

“Oh, well, Brown,” said the old man, as he thoughtfully eyed the cigar 
the suitor offered him, ‘‘you needn’t be so conceited about it! You’re the 
seventh young chap I’ve accepted as a prospective son-in-law this year 
and I’m expecting two more to come along next week.” 

“W-w-what!” stammered Brown. “I-I don’t understand what 
mean!” 

“It means,” said the elderly cynic calmly, ‘‘amusement for my girl and 
Chicago Journal. F 


you 





Iree cigars for me!” 


Recognized— Miss Hathaway, teacher in a country school, always tried 
to make the lessons as interesting as possible to her little pupils. 
“Now, children,” she said, ‘“‘you have named all the domestic ani- 
mals but one. Who can tell me what that one is?” 
“What!” cried the teacher, ‘Does no one know? Now think: 
bristly hair, is fond of the dirt and likes to get in the mud.” 
One little boy at the end of the class raised a timid hand. 
“Please, ma’am,” he said, reflectively, “it’s me.”—New York Times. 


It has 


Made a Mess of It—During a social evening a woman sang for the 
guests. One of the guests turned to a meek-looking little man sitting at his 
side and said: 

“How awful! Who can she be?” 

“That,” replied the man addressed, “is my wife.” 

“Oh, I b-b-beg your pardon!” stuttered the other. “She’s really a— 
I know she’d sing beautifully if she made a better selection of her music. 
Nho do you suppose wrote that song?” 








MELLOW 
AS... 
MOONLIGHT 


MOOTH_ as the 
tread of a forest 
creature — rich with 
the life and vigor of 
the finest grain—pure 
by thorough purifica- 
tion—mellow as 
moonlight— Cascade. 


Original Bottling 
Has Old Gold Label 


GEO. A. DICKEL & Co. 
Distillers Nashville, Tenn. 
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If you can draw a little and 
want to draw more, you have 
an opportunity to learn at small 
expense to yourself. 

EUGENE ZIMMER- 
MAN has an established 


reputation as a car- 
toonist. 
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He has put some of the 
tricks of his trade into 


a book, 
“CARTOONS AND 
CARICATURES?” | 


bound neatly in 34 mo- 
rocco, which will be sent 
to you prepaid on receipt of $1.00. 


ZIM BOOK 
12-23 Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 
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Re am the author of that song,” replied the meek-looking little man.— 
Argonaut, 
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“The Men Who Are 
Making America” 


**He carries in his head more steel 
facts than any other human being.” 


This describes James A. Farrell, presi- 
dent of the United States Steel Corporation, 
whose story, told by B. C. Forbes, appears 
in this week’s Leslie’s. 
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Besides the story of Farrell, this issue contains the 
first installment of 


“Blazing Prosperity’s Pathway” 
and the second article on 


‘The Perils of the Modern Shoe” 


Pictures that show you what the papers try to describe, 
and departments that hold an interest for each member 
of the family in Leslie’s 420,000 homes. 


Leslie's 


lUustrated Weekly Newspaper 





























Passing the Mustard 


Adam and Eve Ate Apples 


How many apples did Adam and Eve eat? 

Some say Eve 8 and Adam 2—a total g 
10 only. 

Now we figure the thing out far differ. 
ently: Eve 8 and Adam 8 also—total 16 

We think the above figures are entirely 
wrong. 

If Eve 8 and Adam 82, certainly the total 
will be go. 

Scientific men, however, on the strength 
of the theory that the antediluvians were g 
race of giants, reason something like thig 
Eve 81 and Adam 82—total 163. 

Wrong again. What could be clearer thay 
if Eve 81 and Adam 812 the total was 899? 


I believe the following to be the true soly. § 


tion: Eve 814 Adam and Adam 8124 Eye 
— 8938. 

Still another calculation is as follows: 
If Eve 814 Adam, Adam 81242 oblige Eve 
—total 82,056.—The Three Partners. 


The Boy Knew—TZeacher—Who can 
tell me the meaning of a “round robin” 

Bright boy—Please, miss, it’s what that 
burglar was doin’ last night when they 
nabbed him.—Buffalo Courier. 


While He Labors—‘Why do you al- 
ways take along a book when you go out 
motoring with Mr. Glithers?” 

“Oh,” replied Mrs. Glithers, “TI read it 
while he’s making repairs on the car. In 
fact I keep up with all the latest fiction that 
way.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Lifelike Play— Mother (entering the 
nursery)—Children, why do you sit about 
looking so solemn and unhappy? Why not 
play a game of some sort? 

One of them—We are playing. We're 
grown-up ladies making an afternoon call. 
—London Answers. 


The Joy of Being Boss—“‘Am yo’ 
daughter happily married, Mrs. Perkins?” 

“She sho’ is, Mrs. Lumley. She’s done 
got a husban’ dat’s skeered to death of 
her.” —Boston Transcript. 


Told the Truth—A man with a serious 
face said at a small gathering of people: 

“What are we coming to? Statistics 
show that in Yorkshire there are 30,000 
persons, all natives of the West Riding, who 
cannot speak the Englisn language!” 

“Tmpossible!”” everyone exclaimed. 

“Tt is true, nevertheless,” persisted the 
grave-faced man. 

“And all English, you say ; 

“Certainly—and all under two years 0! 
age!” —London Tit-Bits. 


? 


Keen for Sport—It has been said 0 
the Englishman that no matter where you 
put him down in the world, he will look for 
a piece of grass, and proceed to make 4 
cricket pitch. Sir John Macdonald, the 
Lord Justice-Clerk of Scotland, has been 
telling a story anent this, as a result of a 
recent visit to the front. On one side of 4 
road, somewhere in France, he says, yo 
will see a vigorous game of football. On the 
other side, a little lower down, a game of 
cricket. And then, and you find yours 


compelled to smile, you will notice, coming 
gingerly down the road in running shoes. 4 
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ard figure clothed, if it can be called clothed, in - cepeciaimaice 
the meagerest of running tights. It is 
ve caf) when this figure meets an officer that the 
otal of comedy reaches its zenith. Unable to 
settle the point of disciplinary etiquette as 
dift to whether a costume of this kind consti- 
I rw tutes the King’s uniform, in a sense such as 
ntirel to demand the delivery of a salute, the eyes 
y of the figure range over the entire landscape 
e total in a frantic effort to avoid those of the 
officer.—Christian Science Monitor. 
wea : Gladys’ Weakness—“ Gladys will insist 
e this on making herself conspicuous by the way 
she dresses,’”’ exclaimed the critical girl. 
thes “What does she wear?” ; 
5 892? “Skirts that come away down below the 3 
— tops of her shoes!” —W ashington Star. . 
4 Eve Sure Thing—‘ You see that man over 3 
there? He never fails to get all the game = 
llows: he’s after.” 2 
e Eve ‘How } , F 
“How lucky!” = - ; 
conT 4 » » fe ¢ save neo E 
ett he yy he is always hunting i “Tell me, CREME 
> cm ; ore American. , 
2 sumer twriws || please, ow YVETTE 
+ thet Which?—0’ Brien—Oi can say wan thing you do it— “x, Suatteaa’ ¥ 


—Oi’m a self-made man. 
Casey—Is it boastin’ ye are, or apologiz- 


it) > 
in’? Irish World. : Your ices and sorbets are always asur- 


prise!” P 
And true it is with the hostess who 
knows the secret of Créme Yvette. 








Immediately—“ Vot row seats you got?” 
= asked Jake of the ticket seller. 
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“Fourteenth row,” was the reply. 
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Something new, something unusual, something 





































. i “Vot?” cried Jake in dismay. “Ain’t charming, in the way of frappes, sorbets, ices, and § 
n that you got nodding sooner?””—Rotter Monthly. _ frozen desserts of all kinds, is always easy when | 
‘ 2 you have Créme Yvette, with its © 
Ready to Substitute—Vather (to his old : cool _ = and — — ; 
friend’s / laughter) — G l-bv : taste, to help you. ry it today = 
r the riend’s pretty daughter) x00d-by, my onl cost 3 
aheet dear! I won’t kiss you; I have such a cold. ae F 4 
wages His son (with alacrity)—Can I do any- = sien re = Fen at 80c — 
: thing for you, fatherp—New York Sun. : ae eee erent Se CO GPECNE ae 
g you, wine dealers. 
We're ; ; , 
on Why, Indeed !—“ Why call me the con- Book of signed recipes by well-known 
sumer?” asked the guy who pays the bills. Chefs sent free. Write for it today. 
sia is -e!”’—Columbus Citizen. 
All I do is produce Columbus Citizen SHEFFIELD COMPANY 
1 yo Puppies and grown dogs for sale from z 57 Seventh Avenue New York 
1s? the highest class imported prize- 2 
le a 
done winning stock. , : A Sn nc HN 
th of I selected while in England fine in- 
dividuals from the best kennels. If 
you want a real pet or a show dog, 
, write me. 
rious 
rn MRS. GRANT E. HAMILTON 
-ISTICS . 
0,000 Alstead, New Hampshire Vol. LXXI December 23, 1916 No. 1836 BE PRIVATE SECRETARY 
,W ho RN), MN HT HA 4 Don't be satisfied with small pay. Typewrite the New Way, 
= l ut Muth unt . F i ° . write 80 to 100 wordsa minute, get detfer position, bigger pay. 
Semmens Copyright, 1916, by Leslie-Judge Company. Thousands of New Way typists now earn 
Entered at the ee at New York as second-class $25 to $40 per Week 
mail matter. 
1 the Cable address “Judgark.” Telephone 6632 Madison Square. Learn in 10 lessons, at home, in spare time. No interference 
* Published weekly by Leslie-Judge Company, with regular work — Course on éréat, 
ountain ar ote Brunswick Building, #5 Fifth Avenue, New York. Typewrite the NEW Way 
jas 1ington epresentative . Totally new system based on 
rs of : 7 Wyatt Building, Washington, D. € a coe Gymnastic Finger Training, 10 / 
and Hot Mineral Springs Baths at John A, Sleicher, President. Reuben P. Sleicher, Sec’y: practiced away from machine. 
- ws ms A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer. ; en Se my — 
HOT SPRINGS, NORTH CAROLINA Grant E. Hamilton, Art Director. J. A. Waldron, Editor. Rasiains whe Mew Wey mutt = ° 
: f “ “Ley ° ° = —————— bri ou am ed, per- 
id ol In accessibility of location, in absolute freedom SIRSCRIPTION RATES fect act uae v.. increased 
- you trom dampness and fogs, in the perfect purity of its SUBSCRIPTIO! é calary. Wete 0%. 
¥ health givi h “ d d One year, 52 numbers - - - — — $5.00 THE TULLOSS SCHOOL 
: lor 8 oy ae ere ‘- Vo > sli oo Six months, : 26 numbers- - - - = 8512 College Hill, Springfield, Ohio 
ke a of its surroundings e or arolina Mo Thirteen weeks - ---- 5 
he prings stand pre-eminent among health and pleas- Payable in advance or by draft on New York, or by express 
be ; ure resorts of America.” f UL pate order. it - ROMEIKE’S PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 
een — The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright will send you all newspaper clip- 
of a Golf T ° 0 S e . P ] in both the yoy ae and Great a : pings which may appear about 
A — = If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the pub- ‘ou, your friends, or any subject on which you may want to be 
of a M Tt pen wimming 00 lishers = be — a = that fact be promptly Neop-to-dete.” very newspaper and ——- | oe 
, ’ M4 ta: ; ed on postal ca or by letter. he United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
you | Mountain Trails — Horseback Riding RACK NUMBERS: - Presen » oe 
7 BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; for 100 notices. 
he . 1915, 10 cents; 1914, 20 cents, ete. N > oI S th Ave., N. Y. 
wh f The waters of these Springs have been found to be tone ) ave in the United States, its dependencies, and HENRY ROMBIKE, 106-110 Seven im 
1€ i camer a specific in the cure of rheumatism, gout, Mexico. To ae wine mages 50 cents a year for c N TH K OF SOME 
rse eumatic gout, kidney trouble and all kindred ail- postage; to all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. WANTED AN IDEA! WHO CA IN 
ning ments. Testimonials on application. WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
es. 3 FRED J. FULLER, Manager nce Building - " Chicago, Illinois you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to 
NEW ENGLAND ADVERTISING OFFICE Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Tremont Building - - - Boston Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 
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When 
Physician Meant 
““Physic— Dispenser” 


N Shakespeare’s time, if 

you were sick and went 
to a doctor he did one of 
two things. He either bled 
you or “‘physicked”’ you. 
Physicians no longer prac- 
tice bleeding. And the 
leaders of the profession are 
equally opposed to the in- 
discriminate use of laxative 
and catharticdrugs. In fact, 
the habitual use of laxatives 
is now known to be one of 
the most fruitful causes of 
constipation, 
Physicians of the hiehest standing 
prescribe Nujol because it relieves 
constipation without any bad after 
effects and without forming a habit. 
[t acts in effect as an internal Jubri- 
cant »preventing the bowel contents 
from hardening, and in this way 
facilitating normal movements, 


NUJOL is bottled at the refinery and is 
sold only in pint bottles bearing the 
name NUJOL and the imprint of the 
Standard Cil Company (New Jersey) 
Refuse substitutes—be sure you get the 
genuine. 


STANDARD OIL 
‘New 


COMPANY 
Jersey) 


Bayonne New Jersey 


Send for booklet,“THE RATIONAL TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION.” Write your 
name and address plainly below. Dept, 13 


. Address 
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| THE FIRST PACIFIST 


WILIGHT was falling over Eden’s fragrant solitudes. 
ing pink baby-ribbon through her extra fig-leaves; and Adam 
seated beside her, was smoothing the handle of a large club with a bit of glass 
from the backbone of a glass-snake. In the distance sounded the infinitely 
mournful cry of a young stegosaur, ca ling for his evening meal of three 
tons of hay and a carload of Christmas trees. The scene was one of beauty 
| and contentment. “What on earth have you got that club for?” askeq 
| Eve as she tied a bit of ribbon in a dainty knot and patted it approvingly, 
Adam shivered in the cool night breeze. and warmed his chilled fp. 
| gers in his silky beard. “Well I'll tell you. Eve.” said he. “T though; 
it would be a handy thing to have around in case a few of the animals fo. 
got themselves and started to get fresh.’’ “‘Nonsense,’’ snapped Eve, fold. 
ing her fig-leaves and thrusting them beneath the bark of a cedar tree g 
that the moths couldn’t get at them, “stuff and nonsense! The animals ay 
as harmless as kittens. They’re just as polite to me as they can be.” 
“Maybe so, maybe so!”’ admitted Adam. “Still. there are times when 
a club is a good thing. I was out hunting for new animals to name the other 
day, when I found a woolly rhinoceros lying in the middle of the path, | 
didn’t have a club to pound him with; and I was afraid to kick him out of the 
way, because he’s pretty solid underneath h's wool. and I wasn’t anxious 
to bend my feet. So I had to walk around him. My legs and arms were 
badly scratched by the twigs and brambles; and I rammed my toes in 
some old stumps and nearly telescoped them. The next time he lies down 
‘n my path, I'll have a club with me; and he’l] get a dent in his skull that 
will give him cause for thought!” Eve bridled indignantly. “TI think 
you’re perfectly cruel'”’ she exclaimed. ‘‘ You'll make the animals so angry 
at you that you’ll have to spend all your time watching them and getting 
out of their way.” Adam snickered. “I’d rather watch ’em than have 
them fix me so that I can’t see anything. Why, a little while ago I was 
out in a field trying to tell the difference between mushrooms and toadstools 
so that I could name them intelligently, when one of those open-faced sa- 
bre-tooth tigers came rampaging out of the woods. I don’t know what 
ailed him. His eyes were all bloodshot, so he may have sat up with a sic 
friend the night before and worked himself into a fretful state. Anyway, h 
came whooping and yowling and galumphing right at me as though hk 
didn’t care whether I was there or not; and if I hadn’t called myse 
prominently to his attention. you’d have had to drag me home on a shutter. 
“What did you do? Write him a note?” asked Eve with truly feni- 


Eve was thread. 





“Note nothing!” replied Adam derisively. “I had a nice acute-angle 
boulder with me, and I let Mr. Sabre-tooth Tiger have it between the eyes 
It was just then that it dawned upon him that he had important busines 
elsewhere; and he turned and sprinted for parts unknown with enthus- 
asm. That awakened me to the fact that I should never be without a neat 
littke memory-jogger in the shape of the latest-model oak club with 
prominent nubbins on the business end—something that will make the 
animals do a little heavy thinking before they try to push me around.” 

“Just the same.” expostulated Eve, “I wish you wouldn’t! Ii you have 
a club, you’ll begin to think that you have to use it; and the first thing! 
know, you'll be hitting all the animals in the garden, and none of them will k 
on speaking terms with us!” Having registered her disapproval. Eve snified 
haughtily and prepared to ascend to her sleeping-quarters in a near-by bar- 
yan tree. Adam shrugged his shoulders. “I'll tel) you what I’) do, Eve 
said he. “If you'll sleep on the ground I’ll go without a club.” 

“What!” exclaimed Eve in horrified tones ‘“‘sleep on the group 
and have the spiders bite me and the mice run al] over me? Well, I gues 
not!” 

“But my dear!” protested Adam. “can’t you understand that it’s ne 
worse for me to carry a club than it is for you to sleep in a tree? Wer 
only protecting ourse!ves against our natural enemies. Can’t you see tha 
it’s exactly the same thing?” 

“No, I can’t!” declared Eve’s voice from the leafy depths of the bar 
yan tree. “‘You’re a horrid, stubborn old thing. and you ought to bk 
ashamed of yourseli! Are you coming to bed. or are you going to sit 
al) night?”’ 

“I’m coming. dear,” replied Adam. winking genially at the serpet! 
who was hastening past on his way to the Garden of Eden Saurian Ass 
ciation to witness a ten-round bout between Battling Iguanodon ane 
Knock-Out Pterodactyl. 

“And when you come,” 


ce 


called Eve, a bit more faintly, “bring you 





club. There’s a bat up here!’”’ So Adam did. —K. L. Roberts. 
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“WALL-NUTS” 





“GOOD-NIGHT, NURSE” 


By James Montgomery Flagg 





“STEADY WORK” 
By Enoch Bolles 
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These five pictures in full 
colors, mounted on a_ heavy 


mat, 12 by 14, ready for the ; 
frame, will be sent to you for : 
ONE DOLLAR. : 

They will be sold separately ; 
for twenty-five cents apiece. a 

Pin a bill, check, money ' 
order or stamps to this adver- i 


tisement, and send it in, with 
your name and address on the 
margin, today. 
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